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Heft . Ho Robin. 

Rob.Who cals? 

Hofi , Shew this poore Irifhman to thebame, goe firrha. 
Enter Carrier and Kate. 

Club. Who’s within hcerc? who lookes to the horfes ? 

V ds hat here’s fine worke,the hens in the maunger, and the 
hogges in the litter, a bots found you all, here’s a houfewei 
lookt tooyvaith. 

Kate. Mas goffc CIub,lfe very cawd. 

Club.G ct in Katc.get in to fire and warme thee, 

Iohn Oftler? 

//(?/?.What gaffer Club,welcome to Saint Albons, 
How do’s all our friends in Lancafhire ? 

Club. Well God a mercy Iohn.how do’s Tom ? where i$ 
he? 

O/?. Tom’s gone from hence, he’s at the three horfloues 
at ftony-Stratford: how doesold Dicke Dun ?< 

Club. V A s hat old Dun has bin moyr’d in a flough in Brick 
hil-lane: a plague found it,yonder$ fuch abomination wea- 
ther as was neuer feene. 

oy?. Vd s hat Thccfe, haue one halfe pecke of pcafe and 
oates move for that,as I am Iohn Oftler, he has bin euerag 
good a iade as euer traueld. 

^ 7 ^, Faith well faide old Iacke,thou art the old lad ftill. 
Ofi . Come gaffer Club,vnload,vnload,& get to fupper. 

Enter Cobham and his Lady dtjguifd. 

Cob. Come Madam, happily efcapt, heerc let vs fit, 

This place is farre remote from any path, 

And hcere awhile our weary limbes may reft. 

To take refrcfhing.free from the purfute 
OfenuiousRochefter, fmindes? 

La. But where my Lord,fhal we find reft for our difquiet 
There dwell vntamed thoughts that hardly floopej 
T o fuch abafement of difdained ragges.- 
We were not wont to traucll thus by night, 

Efpecially onfoote. 

Cebba, 
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r A No matter loue, extremities admit no better choife : 
were it not for thee/ay froward time 
f ud n7d a greater taskc,l would efteeme it 
Shtly 8 as the winde that blowes vpon vs. 

Rut in thy fuffcrance 1 am doubly taskt, 

no. wont to haw <hc «tth thy 800k. 

Sot the ntoyft dewy gralTe thy pillow, nor 

Thu chamber tobethe wide horizon. 

T KoW can it feeme a trouble, haumg you 
Partner with me,in the worft I fee e ? 
wLentle Lord, your prefence would giue eafe 
SEdl lt felfe^ould he now feize vpon me: 
litres bread and cheefe^and a bottle. 

Behold what my fore- fight hath vndertane 
For feare we faint,they are but homely cates. 

Yet tawe’d with hunger, they may feeme as fweet 
cue were wont t-o tsltc* 

A cS.aifebe.ohi m ,whofcplemy ^ botl,tMs 

And all things elfc our mortall bodies ncede . 

No. fcornc « .hi. poore feeding, nor the fta.o 
VVenoware in,for what is it on earth, 

Followes not darknellc when the ^ 

Ofcarefull Nature, or of cunning Art, . 

(How ftrong,how beauteous, or how ” c ) 

But fals in time to mine rhecregem e. ’ 

In this one draught 1 wafh my fotrow down . 

La. And 1 encourag’d With your checrefull fpecch. 

Will do the like. 

Cob. Pray God poore Harpoole come. 

If he fhould fall into the BiQropshandes, ^ 

Or not remember where webad him meete vs, 



